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The QorhtdtbtfErrvti. 


Thou wouldft hauc chahg’d'tty face fet S naaie7o7 
name for an affc. 


th 


oTctus Tertius . Seem Trima. 


Enter Antipholm of Epbefm, hie men Dr omit ), Angelo the 
Go/dfmttb, and Balthafer the Merchant. 

E.Anti. Good fignior Angelo you muft ejtcufc vs all. 
My wife is fhrewifh when 1 keepe not ho wres; 

Say that 1 lingerd with you at your fhop 
To fee the making of her Carkanet, 

And that to morrow you will bring it home. 

But here’s a villainc that would face me downe 
He met me on the Mart, and that I beat him, 

And charg’d him with a thoufand markes in gold. 

And that I did denie my wife and houfe; 

Thou drunkard thou, what didft thou mcane by this ? 

E.Dro. Say what you wil fir,but I know what I know. 
That you beat me at the Mart I hauc your hand to {how; 
Ify skin were parchment,& y ; blows you gaue were ink, 
Your ownc hand-writing would tell you what I thinke. 
E.Ant. I thinke thou art an afte. 

E.Dro. Marry io it doth appeare 
By the wrongs 1 fufter, and the blowcs I beare, 

I fhouldkickcbsingkickt,and being it that pafle, 

You would keepe from my heelcs,and beware of an afl'c. 

E.An. Y’are fad fignior 'Balthazar, pr3y God our cheer 
May anfwcr my good will,and your good w'eicom here. 
Bal.l hold your dainties cheap fir,& your weleom deer. 
E.An. Oh fignior Balthazar, either atflcfliorfifh, 

A table full of welcome,makes fcarce one dainty dilh. 
"BA Good meat fir is comon that euery churlc affords. 
Anti. And welcome more common,tor thats nothing 
but words. 

Bal, Small checre and great welcome, makes a met¬ 
ric feaft. 

Anti. I, to a niggardly Hoft,and more fparing gueft: 
But though my cates be me3ne,take them in good part, 
Better cheerc may you hauc,but not with better hart. 
But foft,my doorc is loekt; goe bid them let vs in. 
ElDro. 7tfaud,Briget,Maria»,Ciflej/,Gillian, Gmn. 
S.Dro. Monte,Milthorfc.Capon, Coxcombc , Idi¬ 
ot, Patch, 

Either get thee front the dore,or fit downe at the hatch : 
Doft thou coniure for \vcnchcs,that y calft for luchflorc, 
When one is one too many, goe get thee from the dore. 
E.Dro. What patch is made our Porter ? my Maftcr 
ftayes in the ftreet. 

S.Dro. Let him walke from whence he came,lcft hee 
catch cold on’s feet. 

S.Ant. Who talks within there ? hoa,open the dore. 
S.Dro. Right fir, lie tell you when , and you’ll tell 
me wherefore. 

Ant . Wherefore ? fojr my dinner: I haue not din’d to 
day. 

S.Dro. Nor to day here you muft not come againc 
when you may. 

Anti. What art thou that keep’ftmee out from the 
howfe I owe? 

S.Dro. The Porter for this time Sir, and aiy r&me is 
Dromto. 

S. Dro. O viIlaine,thou haft ftolne both mine office 
and my name. 

The one nere got me credit, the other mickle blame: 

If thou hadft beene Dromto to day in my place, 


Enter LWee. 

Luce. What a code is there Dromio ? who ttt 
at the gate? 

E.Dro. Let riiy Maftcr in Luce. 

Luce. Faith no, hee tomes too late, arid fo tell vou 
Mafter. 

E.Dro. O Lord! muft laugh,hskue at you with a p t0 . 
uerbe, 

Shall I fet in my ftaffe. 

Luce. Hauc at you with another, that’s when‘•can 
you tell? 

S.Dro. Ifthy name be called lacofLuct thou haft an. 
fwer’d him well. 

Anti. Doeyouheare you minion, you’ll let vs in 
hope? 

Luce. I thought to haue askt you. 

S.Dro. And you faid no. 

E.Dro. So come hclpe, well ftrooke, there wa* blow 
for blow. 

Anti. Thou baggage let me in. 

Luce. Can you tell for whofe fake? 

E.Drom. Mafter, knocke the doore hard. 

Luce. Let him knocke till it ake. 

Ant\ Y ou'll cric for this minion , if I beat the dooit 
downe. 

Luce. What needs all that.and a paire offtocks jn the 
towne? 

Enter Adriana. 

A dr. Who is that at the doorc f keeps all thisnoife; 

S.Dro. By my troth your towne is troubled withvi). 
ruiy botes. 

tAnti. Are you there Wife ? you might haue comt 
before. 

Adri. Your wife fir knaue? go get you from the dore, 

£. Dro. Ifyou went in paine Maftcr,this knaue weld 
goe fore. 

Angelo. Heere is neither cheerc fir, nor welcdme.we 
would faine haue either. 

Baltz. In debating which was beft, wee (hall part 
with neither. 

E.Dro. They ftand at the doore, Maftcr, bid them 
welcome hither. 

*Ami. There is fomething in the windc,that we can¬ 
not get in. 

S.Dro. You would fay fo Mafter, if your garments 
were thin. 

Your cake here is warmc within: you ftand here in the 
cold. 

It would make a man mad as a Bucke to be fo bought 
and fold. 

Ant. Go fetch me fomething,Ile break ope the gate. 

S.Dro. Brcake any breaking here,and lie breakeyour 
knaucs pate. 

E.Dro. A man may breake a word with your fir, and 
words are but winde: 

I and breake it in your face,fo he break it not behiiide. 

S.Dro .It feemes thou want’ft breaking,out vpon thee 
hinde. 

E.Dro. Here’s too much out vpon thee,I pray thee 1« 
me in. 

S.Dro. I,whin fowles haue no fcathert,and fifti haue 
no fin. 

Ant. Well, He breake »o:go borrow ttte a crow. 

S.Dro. A crow without feather.Maftfer meanc you fo; 

For 
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jrrfiiwkhoma finne,-rHer’s a fowle without afethcr, 
r iw help m ft m pluckt a bow together. 

*'Z Gdfgrt tHte gdn, fetch me ah rron CrOw. 

far, bhlet it fro t be fo, 

rii |t,oav.’.rc 

Zumiom m MB?* 

Th’vnuiolaredfionor of your wife. 

Once this ybb fo%' etferiince of your wi.edomc, 

Her fober ifitfniodcftie, 

plead on your pate feme,caufeto you vnknownc; 

And doubt not fir, but iKe W»« well ex cute 
Why at this time the aremadc «g*aft you. 

ferul'd by me, depart injaticnce, 

And let vtf»iTyfeerffi rod,, tier 
And about eucning come your felfc alone. 

To know the reaftin of this firangc reftraiiit: 

If by ftrong hand you offer to bredke io 
Mow in the ftirring padage of the day, 

^ vulgar comment will be made of it; 

And that fuppOfed by the common rowt 
Aeamft your yet vrigailed cftimdtion, 

That may with foule intrufion enter in. 

And dWcll vpon your graue when you arc dead; 

For ftander liues vpon fucceffion; 

For eucr hows’d, where it gets pofleffion. 

Anti. You haue preuail’d,! will depart in quiet. 

And in defpighc of mirth meanc to be merrie: 

1 know a wench of excellent difeourfe , 

Prsttic and wittie; wilde. and yet too gentle; 

There will we dine: this woman that I meane 
My wife (but I proteft without defert) 

Hath oftentimes vpbraided me withall: 

To her will we to dinner, get you home 
And fetch the chaine, by this I know ’tis made, 

Bring it I pray you to the Porpentine , 

For there’s the boufc: That chaine will I beftow 
(Be it for nothing but to ipight rhy wife) 

Vpon mine hoftelfc there, good fir make hafte: 

Since mine owne doorcs refufe to entertaine me, 
lie knocke elfe-whcre, to fee ifthey’ll difdaine me. 

A»g. He meet you at that place lomc houre hence. 
Anti. Do 1b,this ieft fhall coft me fome expcncc. 

Exeunt. 

Enter Juliana, with Antipholus ofSiracufa. 
lulia. And may it be that you haue quite forgot 
A husbands office? fhall Anttpholus 
Euen in the fpring of Loue,thy Loue-fprings rot ? 

Shall loue in buildings grow fo ruinate ? 

If you did wed my filler for her wealth. 

Then for her wealths-fakc vfe her with more kindnefie: 
Or ifyou like elfc-where doe it by ftealth , 

Muffle your falfc loue with fome Ihew of blindncfie: 

Let not my After read it in your eye: 

Be not thy tongue thy owne fhames Orator: 

Looke fyveet, fpeakefalrc, become difloyaltie: 

Apparcll vifce like vertues harbenger: 

Beare a fairc prefence,though your heart be tainted. 
Teach finne the carriage of a holy Saint, 

Be fecret falfe: what need {he be acquainted ? 

What fimgle thiefe brags of his owneattaine? 

’Tis doiible wrong to truant with your bed, 

And let her read it in thy lookes at boord : 

Shame hath a baftard fame,well managed. 

Ill deeds is doubled with ah euill word: 

Alas poore women, make vs not beleeue 
(Being compaft ©Fcredit) that you loue vs. 


Though others haue the arme, fhew vs the fleeuc: 

We in your motion turne, and you may moue vs. 

Then gentle brother get you in againe; 

Comfort my After, chcere her, call her wife; 

’Tis holy fport to be a little vaine, 

When the fweet breath of flatterie conquers ftrife. 

S- Anti. Sweete Miftris, what your name is elfe I | 
know not; 

Nor by what wonder you do hit of mine: 

Lcflc in your knowledge, and your grace you fhow not. 
Then our earths wonder, more then earth diuinc. 

Teach me deere creature how to thinke and fpeake: 

Lay open to my earthie grofl'e conceit ; 

Smothred in errors, feeble,fhsllow,wcake, 

T he foulded meaning of your words deceit: 

Againft my foules pure truth,wby labour you. 

To make it wander in an vuknownc field ? 

Are you a god ? would you create me new ? 

Transforme me then,and to your powre lie yeeld. 

But if that I am I, then well I know. 

Your weeping After is no wife of mine. 

Nor to her bed no homage doe I owe: 

Farre more,t"arre more.to yon doe I decline: 

Oh traine me not fweet Mermaide with thy note. 

To drownc me in thy fifter fioud oftearcs: 

Sing Siren for tlvy felfe,and I will dote: 

Spread ore the filuer waues thy golden haires; 

And as a bud lie take thee,and there lie: 

And in that glorious fuppofitiou thinke, 

He games by death, that hath fuch meanes to die: 

Let Loue,beinglight,be drowned if ihe finke. 

Luc. What are you mad,that you doe reafon fo ? 

*Ar.t. Not madjbut mated,how I doe not know, 

Luc . It is a fault that fpringeth from your tie. 

Ant. For gazing on your beames fairc fun being by. 
Luc. Gaze when you Ihould, and that will cleere 
your fight. 

Ant. As good to winke fweet loue,as looke on night. 
Luc. Why call you me loue? Call my fifter fo. 

Ant. Thy fillers fifter. 

Luc. That’s my fifter. 

Ant. No; it is thy felfe,mine ownc fclfes bttterpart: 
Mine eics cleere eie, my deere hearts dccrer heart; 

My fbode,my fortune,and my fweet hopes aime; 

My foie earths heauen.and my heauens claime. 

Luc. All this my fifter is,or elfe ftiould be. 

Ant. Call thy felfc fifter fweet,for I am thee i 
Thee will I loue, and with thee lead my life* 

Thou haft no husband yet,not I no wife : 

Giueme thy hand. 

Luc. Oh foft fir,hold you ftill: 
lie fetch my fifter to get her good will. Exit. 

Enter Dromio , Siracufta. 

tAnr. Why how now Dromio, whete run’ft thoufo 
faft ? t 

S.Dro. Doe you know nae fir? Ami Dromio} Ami 
your man? Amlmyfelfe? 

Ant. Thou art Dromio, thou art my man, thou art 
thy fclfe. 

Dro. Iamanafle, I am a womans man, andbefides 
my felfc. 

Ant. What womans man ? and how befidcs thy 
lelfe ? 

Dro. Marrie fir,befides my felfe,I am due to a woman: 
One that claimes me, one that haunts me, one that will 
hauc me. 

Ant. What 






























































